LORD BTRON
Then the Moors, by this aware.
That bloody Mars recalled them there,
One by one, and two by two,
To a mighty squadron grew.
Woe is me, Alhamal
Out then spake an aged Moor
In these words the king before,
* Wherefore call on us, O King?
What may mean this gathering?5
Woe is me, Alhama f
* Friends! ye have, alas ! to know
Of a most disastrous blow;
That the Christians, stern and bold,
Have obtained Alhama3s hold.'
Woe is me, Alhama!
Out then spake old Alfaqui,
With his beard so white to see,
'Good King! thou art justly served,
Good King! this thou hast deserved.
Woe is me, Alhama I
*By thee were slain, in evil hour,
The Abencerrage, Granada's flower;
And strangers were received by thee
Of Cordova the Chivalry.
Woe is me, Alhama!